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JEgeuSy T will ouerbcare your will: 

For in the Temple, by and by, with vs, 

Thsfe couples fliall eternally be knit. 

And, for the morning now is fomchiag wornc. 

Our purpoi'd hunting (hall be fet afide. 

Away , with vs, to Athens . Three and three, 

Weeleholdc a feaft,in great folemaitic* Come Hytpolitd % 
Dm^Thefe things (eeme (mall and vndilbnguifhabk. 
Like farre offmotmtaines tinned into clouds. 

Her, Me thinks 1 fee thefe things,with parted eye^ 

When cucry thing feemes doqbk, 

Hel. So mee thinfces: 

And Thauefonnd Demetrius ,Ukc aiewcll. 

Mine owne,and not mine ownc. 

Dem. Areyoufure 
That we are awake? It feemes to me, 
Thatyetwe(kepe,wc dream r % Do not you thinks 
The Duke was here, and bid vs follow him? 

Her. Yea, and my father* 

Hel. And HyppelitA* 

Lyf And he did bid vs folio W to the Templei 

Hem. Why then, we are awakedets follow him, and by 
the way lets recount our dreames. 

Clo. Whe n my cue comes, call mee,andlwill anfwere* 
"Mym?xtis, moftfaire 'PjramtUtYieyhO'Teeter Quince ? 
Flute, tUc bellowes tntn&i? Snout. the tinker f Star uc ling? 
Gods my lifc/Stolne henee,and left meea ikepe/Thauc 
had amoflrarevifioh. I haue had a dreame^pall the wit 
ofman,tofay; whatdreamcit was*Manisbut anAlTe, if 
heegoeaboutexpound this dreame. Me thought 1 was, 
thcreisnomancantellwhat.Mcchoughtl was, and me 
choughtlhad, But manis but patcht afoolc. It heewill 
offer tofayf what mec thought 1 had. The eye of man 
hath not heard, the earcof man hath not fecne, mans 
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A Mklfommer nightes dreame. 

hand is notablctotafte, his tongue to con ceiue, nor his 
hearte to report , what my dreame was, l will get Pe- 
ter Quince to write a Ballet of this dreame : it fhallba 
call’d 'Bottoms ’Dreame; becaufc it hath no bottome : and 
I will fingic in the latter end of aPlay,before the Duke. 
Pecaduenture , to make it the more gratious, I fliall fing 
it at her death. 

Enter Quince, Flute, Thisby and the rabble. 

Quin, Hauc you fcnc to Bottoms houfe. ? Is he come 
home, yet? 

Flstt, Hce cannot be heard of. Out ofdoubt he is tranf- 
porced. 

Thyf. if hee come not, then the Play is mard. It goes 
not forward. Doth it? 

Quin. It is not poflible. You haue not a man, in all A- 
thens i able to difeharge Pyramus, but he, 

7 hyf. No, hee hath Amply the beft wit of any handy- 
craft man , in Athens . 

Qstw. Yea, andche bsft perfonto, and hce is a very 

Paramour , fora fweete voice, 

Thif Youmuflfay, Paragon, A Paramour is ( Gad 
bleffc vs) a thing of nought. 

Enter Snug, the Ioyner. 

Snug. Matters, the Dukeiscomtningfrom theTem- 
ple, and there is two or three Lords and Ladies more 
married. If our fport had gon forward, wee had all 
beetle made men, 

Thyf. O fweete bully Bottome. Thus hath hee loft .fix 
penceaday,during his life ; hee couldenot haue fcaped 
fixe pence a day . And the Duke had not giuen him fix £ 

pence a day, for playing Tyramus , He be hanged. 

He vvouldhauc deferued it. Six pence a day, in Pyramus s 
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